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''•••and there was a connection to the earth, the night 
sky, all the stars^ There was space beneath trees, 
under falling leaves, to dream^ A day held a river, 
picnics on the bank^ Romance was a thrush, with odes 
in its breasts••" 


Jay Stumer, Poet Laureate of the Universe 
(in a parallel universe) 



Butterfly 


A fiery orange butterfly 
flits over fresh-cut grass— 
an ember from the molten core of Earth, 
riding summer winds. 
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Falling Apart 


Life shot me from its cannon. 
Let me drop into the arms 
of love running. 

Who looks back? I looked back. 
Turned my head like an owl 
and screeched at the sight: 
Me, without mass; 
a cloud of atoms 
coming nervously together, 

A sign that falling apart 
takes place long before 
we are whole. 


^ ^ ^ 



Spring migration: 
Fragments of rainbow 
flash among the leaves 
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Leaving the Old Us 


It's a perfect time to release our birds. 

Caged for far too long and submerged in dark. 
Constant fright has hurt their eyes. 

Trembled the beak and silenced the song. 

It's a suitable time to drain our home. 

Flooded for years and unknown to breathe. 
Rising water has wrinkled its design. 

Drowned the art and soaked the dreams,,. 

Birds spill from waterfall windows. 

Ignite their songs and fill up the trees. 
Bloated sharks writhe in the sun. 

Cough up the tar and spit out the bones. 

Today we sail in the wake of an albatross. 
Colored by sunrise and bound for the sea. 

It's an auspicious time to leave ones past. 
Desalt the eye and lift the anchor. 



3 


© Barry Spruce 










Neutral Ground 

(In memory of the Western Black Rhino) 

If I woke outside a dream, then at the dream's 
shimmering edge I must have been. Nothing else could 
explain the rhinoceros at my bedside, its massive form 
displacing all sense of proportion, the moon giving it 
a ghastly glow. 

We remained silent, beast and man, though I could 
hear its thumping, tribal heartbeat deep inside my 
chest, I held my breath and switched on the lamp. In 
response, its head drooped slowly — dark blood 
spilling from a severed horn. 

The gates of my childhood swung wide open: rhinos 
were an early fascination, I had drawn them, 
collected books about them, shushed everyone in the 
room when they appeared on TV, I had rhino toys, 
posters, and cookies. And like dinosaurs, they 
wandered innocently through my dreams, though never 
quite like this. Not like now. 

The images in a recent issue of National Geographic 
were horrific: the uncensored reality of poachers, the 
sick demands of the medicinal black market — things 
childhood had never exposed me to. Proof, perhaps, 
that the ground in a child's heart is always neutral. 

Now I linger at the edge of some Kafkaesque dream, I'm 
well into adulthood — all my shapes in their 
corresponding holes; my coloring kept within 
established lines — a model of conformity. 

The rhino continues to bleed, its eyes fluttering on 
the verge of some primeval truth I cannot uncover, I 
want to sit with it, to feed it handfuls of green 
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leaves until its horn regrows, until the African sun 
blazes high overhead and reveals an unbroken stretch 
of grassland. 

But the rhino fades, and I come to realize a new horn 
will never be enough; the human race keeps growing, 
keeps demanding more of nature. And I think, if only 
the Child inside me would rise up, turn warrior, shed 
his neutrality. He could break from this apathy, take 
a stand against the encroaching world — really fight! 
He could do all that. And wouldn't it be something? 
That would really be something. 



^ ^ ^ 


"'From my point of view, this contemporary city, 
swollen with indifference and excess, is the true 
definition of ruin, and will continue to be until the 
day it crumbles to the ground," 

— Jay Stumer, in an absinthe-soaked discussion 
with Arthur Rimbaud (in a former lifetime) 
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A poem written in Washington 
Together 

in the Pacific Northwest- 
Swept up by scenery 
and plucked 
from stress & sadness; 
fishbone clouds swimming, 

swimming... 


We're cruising, 
crossing hemlock rivers— 

Dippers diving between the rocks, 
a current stretching into forever. 

Tonight, as we lie in bed beneath stars, 
my eyes will end at you— 

The landscape of home; 
a full circle 
of wilderness & love. 
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Shimmer 


She goes about pressing plants beneath her step 

eyes to the sky pondering her faith in flowers 

a cornerstone of heaven 

which for her, nowadays 

must be outdoors or nowhere at all 

There is a hand and heart 

silent like embers across the old sea 

threaded through twilight and alight 

till morning, a glorious time 

when dreams are mirthful 

and nectarine-light kicks away city shadows 

Once, he could touch the long hills of her restless body 
and see a soul shimmering beneath his fingertips 


^ ^ ^ 


I walk past laughing lovers. 
No need to know 
what was funny. 
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It isn't her fault... 


It isn't her fault 

that our hearts fell from the stage 
or that some impish god 
pulled broken the strings. 

Now it's tar and tears, a new pavement 
over the old road we drove: 
intersections, car crashes; 
dead love merging with the moonlight. 

Those memories we made? 

A bitter lick of blood 

falling from the tongue of yesterday. 

And they drip 

drip 

drip,,, 

into a widening pool, 

I hope it will end soon— 

I prefer silence when forgetting you. 


^ ^ ^ 


All the right words 
have gathered on my tongue 
to form a parade 
but my teeth are the walls 
and my fractured ego 
is the rain* 
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Mostly 


Mostly 

I feel dejected 

When I think 

You don't think of me 

Or realize how nice my hand would be 

In yours 

On a sunny day 

Along the lake 

In silence. 

Mostly 

I feel rejected 

When I try to kiss you 

And you kiss your wine glass instead 

When I say things in upper case 

But you hear them in lower. 

Mostly 

I am left of center 
When I realize 
I am unrealized 

Like a faint star you don't look to 
When you look up 
And ponder. 

Mostly 

I am accepting 

That this is my life 

And that someday it will get better 

Even if it's not 

Because of you. 
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A Climbing Rose in a Ruin 


Somewhere between soft touching 
and hard kissing, I swerved into love; 
somewhere between a dead end 
and a wreck at a hairpin turn, 

I wrote exotic poems for her, 
sang them through a hedge of nettle and wire. 
And when she drained my heart pallid 
I crumbled comatose for years, for years, 

0 rose of my chest, bramble of the bones, 
where love sleeps amid a ruin of brick and leaf— 
Bloom in my teeth, pollinate the tongue. 

Press your thorns gently to the backs of my eyes! 
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A Bit of the Mystery Come 


A fall wind blew over the home. 

And to and fro went birds on the wing. 

And leaves all tumbled down singing summer... 

A single leaf brushed the windowpane — a mirthful. 
Spiral dance to the wilted grass, content in having 
Known seasons and skies, having done its part. 

I shut my eyes, breathed my way into the moment. 

Let drop the binding chains of control and choice. 
They popped on the grass like child-blown bubbles. 
Released a primeval song buried deep in silence. 

So I went out to hear it, to gather it in my arms 
And toss it high above my head to fill the valley. 
Now, a winter wind blows over the home. 

And to and fro go birds on the wing. 

And snowflakes all twirl down singing summer... 

A bit of the mystery come and gone; 

A little kept. 


^ ^ ^ 


Song Sparrow sings and sings,,. 
He could have been called 
Sore Throat Sparrow 
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Intimate Universes 

Inspired by the theory that cosmic branes (of a multiverse) can touch and 
influence one another 

Their ’’kiss" lasted but one millionth of a second, 

though truly timeless and spared of angels; a mere gleam 

in the dreaming eye of Pan; the first quiver of life in primordial ooze, 

A singularity popped off the tongue of a howling black hole, 

expanded where nascent gods toss rose petals over looping, 

cosmic currents, shot plasma-fire blue into the nothing of our universe — 

a universe silent as an ash-covered opera — until the chaos of cooling atoms 

induced space-time and spark, lending symphonic gravity 

to the tenacity of evolution, to the intangibles of consciousness. 
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Dawn Chorus 

In spring, they sing: 
thrushes, wrens, 
warblers, all. 

An earthly opus 
sprung wide and free 
through dawn,| 

In spring, they sing— 
Annoiihcements cast 
on a screen of ris^g/light; 
the silence push^ 
to the Ibablcs of leaves, 
into crac|:s of stc^e. 

To my ears . 

the dawn chorus 
is but one song; 
one the waking sjin 
conducts 
but never i^^ear^, 

In s||^n^,, I join in... 
whisfl^^ow.n- tk^g^pi^th 
with a Child's air|;"^^ 
a timeless flow^fnature 
fromj^^^rs to heart. 




And that is hbw^ 

all my best days begin. 


© Watercolor by Vickie Henderson 


To hear an audio version of this poem search "dawn chorus stumer" on YouTube. 
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Gold 'n' Blue Sunrise 

Forks of the River WMA, Knoxville, TN 
July 7, 2015 


On glistening sunflowers. 
In ghosts of morning mist, 
Whistle-buzzy buntings 
Open us to joy. 


0 

k 
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The American and the Armenian 


She sits in a cafe 

reading the poems of an American, 

Her eyes steal the surrounding sunlight, 
illuminate his rising words. 

He sits at his desk 

reading an email from the Armenian, 

He is touched. Flattered, A bit sad 
he cannot visit the cafe. 

And although an ocean stands between them, 
they do not feel so apart when using words. 

They do not feel so alone: 

For their hearts know the same achings of love. 
Their tears flood the same fields of war. 

Their pens write of better days to come. 

In a world of several billion people, 
on a planet spinning in & out of control, 
the man and woman have come together 
peacefully, through distance and words. 

It was Sagan who wrote: Earth, from a distant point, 
is a pale blue dot, A mote of dust in a sunbeam. 

This, the man and woman have seen in their dreams. 

And although they will never walk Rome together, 
or share a view from the Smoky Mountains, 
he is with her in the cafe, 
she is beside him in his home. 

For no one is truly separate 
when you look at the world 
from great heights. 
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Winterbloom 


A cold front arrived 
in Chicago yesterday, 
and life was lulled 
into a wintry nap, 

I wear the brown scarf 

you made for me, 

stand in front of 

yellow witch-hazel in the snow. 

Here I pace the line 
between reverence and concern, 
thinking how hard it must be 
to survive in the cold, 

I turn and gather these thoughts 
while rubbing my hands together. 
The wind shakes the trees 
and I must go to you— 

There, I will keep you warm... 

Each day, until the leaves return. 
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See the eagle spread his wings, 
soar across the sky of white dreams. 
Watch as a million arms reach 
for a falling feather on the breeze. 

See the elders shake their hair, 
fling an old song to the four seas. 
Watch as oiled machines 
plow through red clay and sky. 

We of this country burn with the hope 
of softening our heart's history, 
yet polish our cups of tarnished gold, 
strike with hot guns and false tongues. 

We drive stakes into the skin of Earth, 
hang our hats on melting icebergs. 

How long till we clip the eagle's wings? 
Stick him in a cage all fat and tame? 
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Winter from Below 


Oak leaves tremble in the wind, 
drip with recent rain. 

They turn orange and fall 
to know winter from below, 

I know winter from above. 

My place at the window, 
coffee in hand 

as thoughts rise and take shape, 

I've seen the leaves shine and die. 
Seen them shake in storms 
and fall from crowns. 

From this I have gathered insight: 

In each moment, a heart shines, 
a body dies. Lives bend beneath wind. 
They'll all go orange inside 
to know winter from below. 

One day I too will fade: 

drip with a lifetime of storms— 

float leaf “like 

into the hands of winter. 
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Though Unseen, Her Soul is Lucid. 


And soft, like thoughts 
on snowy evenings. 

The amber fire inside her 
warms me. 

She is filled with sympathy; 
cries out when injustice 
sets fire to the world. 

She's a subtle understanding, 
like Braille across the enigma 
of wounds in the heart. 

And though unseen, her soul is lucid, 

A poetic ideal 
I've always wished 
to become. 

And bright, like clouds 
on snowy evenings. 

The amber light inside her 
calms me. 

She is filled with symphony; 
sings out when justice 
takes hold in the world. 

She's my one true understanding, 

A quiet hand reaching for mine 

when my head is low, when I need love,,. 

On a snowy evening. 

In the amber glow. 


20 



"I'm slipping from my skin and turning ghost* 
Poetry is dead, and poets are the walking wounded 
in a mad-cracked world*" 

— Jay Stumer, from an ongoing rant to himself 
(in the dark depths of his psyche) 
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Phoenixes 


The fiery skies 
of a poet's last days 
are his final dreams 
come closing in. 

The train of his life 
derails in flames, 
the muse flies off, 
he burns in his seat. 


Smoke swirls high 
through uncharted space; 
a white-welcome heaven, 
his heart is ash. 

Yet nothing is lost; 
what remain are the words: 

And one day they'll rise 
to seek shelter 
in romantic minds. 



22 


©Bill Foster 








All poems copyright © 2016 by Jay Stumer 


Grateful acknowledgments are due to the editors of the following 
publications where some of these poems first appeared. 

a handful of stones, "I walk past..." 

A Prairie Journal, "Winterbloom" 

Dagda Publishing, "Leaving the Old Us" 

DuPage Valley Review, "Butterfly" 

Daily Love, "Though Unseen, Her Soul is Lucid" 

Every Day Poets, "Shimmer" 

Foliate Oak Literary Magazine, "Winter from Below" 

The Linnet's Wings, "Neutral Ground" 

Poet's Haven, "It isn't her fault..." 

Poet's Ink, "A toad trilling..." 

River Poets Journal, "A Climbing Rose in a Ruin" 

River Poets Journal, "White Heart" 

Tales of the Talisman, "Intimate Universes"— 

2015 Rhysling Award nominee 
Voices on the Wind, "Phoenixes" 

Westward Quarterly, "A Bit of the Mystery Come" 

Westward Quarterly, "The American and the Armenian" 
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WILDERNESS & LOVE is a limited edition chapbook 
of poems written or re-envisioned in the early 2010's, 
during Stumer's first few years in Tennessee, Love, 
nature, relationships, and the universe are just a few 
of the themes contemplated within these pages. Stumer 
gratefully acknowledges his family and friends for 
providing the artwork and photography that embellishes 
this book. 


Here's what critics are saying about Stumer's Wilderness & Love*. 
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Naturalist and writer Jay 
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online periodicals. He is the 
author of five other works: A 
Walk Through the Arboretum^ 
Kairosy Selected Poems 2004- 
2007y 10 Love Poems ^ and 

Collected Poems* In his 
spare time he leads wildlife 
hikes in and around Great 
Smoky Mountains National 
Park, He lives in Knoxville, 
Tennessee with his wife and 
son. 
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